CHAPTER III__________________          IN HIDING
REGRET was vain. But if it was vain, it was
bitter as the salt of the sea.
Our mistakes stood out as glaring as shadows
thrown upon a screen, and, prime among them,
our folly of leaving the car.
That error was, of course, prodigious, and
how we came to make it I do not know; but
I think that to Grieg must go the credit of
making us lose our race.
Our meeting with the man so shook us as to
magnify out of reason the risk we ran of puisuit;
and so we swerved from our objective, and,
turning from the vital business of gaining the
bridle-path, made sure of the trifling matter
of covering up our tracks.
Be that as it may, we were beaten, and, though
for one frantic moment I was for making an
attempt to pass the sentries, the Countess1
exhausted condition forbade so forlorn a hope.
Now if we were not to be taken as soon as
day broke, we must instantly seek some shelter
andlndeed be gone into hiding within two hours,
for, if troops had been sent to guard the frontier
against us, it went without saying that the
country would be scoured to find us and that
the drive would begin the moment the daylight
came, We, therefore, tried to consider wMch
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